CHAPTER   VI
WHEN Stephen woke next morning he lay in
bed thinking of Rosa and her home with the
pillars and the whispering palms.
Outside it was already dusty and still, the
bou~a;nvili:a he could see from his window burned
against a white sky, his pyjamas felt sticky and his
sheets were warm to touch* Even on the hottest
days in summer at home he did not remember
waking to this dry} excited air5 and instead of the
summer birds that filled the garden at Tigley
Cross here were only the one-note crows? sounding
over and over again from the mango tree.
He had been born and brought up at Tigley
Cross, in one of those grey Devonshire houses
shaped like a bad L5 where the kitchens and back-
yards seem twice as large as the house. He had
been brought up by nannie with selected hours
with his mother and occasional whippings from his
father.
Stephen was one of the few people who are
saved by being spoilt. Had nannie been a disciplin-
arian, his mother more domineering, his father less
lazy or himself less good at games3 he might have
grown up sulky and repressed; he was an embryo
rebel who had nothing to rebel against; and as a